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N/A 


DISCLAIMER: | don't know any of the members of Audioslave. Don't know anything about them at all beyond 
what you read in interviews and such. What follows is totally and completely made up, except for the fact that 
there's a band called Audioslave that has members with the same names as the band members in the story. 


Beyond those two things, nothing -- absolutely NOTHING -- is true in this story. 


Thanks for reading, and if you like it (or don't like), and want to let me know, I'd be truly happy to hear it 
(even if you don't like it, though maybe not ~as~ happy as if you liked it). 


PRERE EEEE EEEE 


Chris crawled onto the bed not like a graceful cat but like one about to fall over from exhaustion. He'd 
expended the last iota of his energy on the shower, the #much* needed post-show, post-van-ride-to-the- 
hotel shower. He collapsed: wet, humid, blood pulsing from the near-scalding water he'd subjected his body to. 
His hair soaked the pillow on contact. His arms pushed under it, hugging it to the side of his face. 


The suite's lights were still on, almost all of them. His eyes were closed, but it was almost as though he could 


still see the room, there was so much light. 


Not a single muscle in his body responded to his wish to be immersed utterly in darkness. His shoulders itched 
as thought darkness was a physical thing, a veil, and they were waiting for it to be laid upon them. 


"Tim," he said, more with his throat than his mouth. His mouth -- lips, tongue, jaw -- did not want to move. 
"Shhh. I've got it." 


Chris groaned. And waited. And stared at the very bright insides of his eyelids. Tension started closing like a 
vice on his temples. He did *not* need a headache. "TIM." 


The inside of his eyelids dimmed insignificantly. Cracking his eyes open, he saw that at least the lamps in the 
living room had been shut off. Only ten more fucking lights to go. "What are you doing?" he slurred as his eyes 


forced themselves closed again. 
"Be right there." 


Chris grunted. Gradually, his world grew darker. The heavy threads of sleep caught him like wet sinew and 
began to drag him down. Then the mattress shifted, bringing him back to the waking world. Determined not to 
linger long, he kept his eyes and mouth firmly closed. 


And then dragged his own self back from the precipice of sleep when three cool fingers touched his shoulder. 
As they moved slowly downward, they left behind a trail. Oil. He smelled it suddenly. Tropical. Coconuts, papaya. 
Sweat. It always made him think of sweat. Salt. The ocean Margarita kisses. All his muscles sighed at once and 
dropped like loosened guitar strings against the mattress. 


Another hand joined the first, and the two began to knead and roll, rub and press. Magic thumbs, amazing 
knuckles, talented palms and fingers. He remembered the first time Tim's hands had touched him -- calloused, 
foreign, a litle too warm. Then they had become familiar. His. Something to anticipate, something secure. His 


body softened and unwound. He fought sleep, dreading it. Resenting it. 

He groaned as Tim's hands kneaded his ass, as his thumbs rubbed strong circles on the insides of his thighs. 
Tim's hands disappeared for a second. Then cool, slippery oil dribbled between Chris's asscheeks. Tim's finger 
pressing against his asshole was sudden, warm, and slick. Chris groaned and raised his hips ever so slightly, 
every nerve in his body wanting the finger to ease inside him. And then it was. 


He sighed. 


He found energy -- somewhere, somehow -- gathering within him, making him move restlessly. He pressed his 
forehead into the pillow, digging helplessly at its underside with his fingers. His ass grinded against Tim's hand. 
His cock rubbed against the crisp hotel sheet. 


"Mmm. Take care of it, baby," he murmured. "Take care of it." 


"You got it" A hand nudged him onto his side. A warm tongue swirled deliciously over the head of his cock, slid 
down the shaft, sucked a ball into a hot mouth. 


Chris moaned. "Baby..." 


Never taking his finger from inside Chris, Tim engulfed Chris's cock completely with his mouth. Sucked. 
Breathed. Swirled his tongue. Finger-fucked. 


Chris groaned. 

He caught Tim's head with his fingers. Held it while Tim sucked him. Bestowed a thousand blessings on the 
bassist's talented mouth. Indulged a desire to linger in that half sleepy state all night long, being lapped on, 
being touched, being caressed. Tim's fingers moved up Chris's ribs, found a nipple, pinched it softly, then again, 
harder, twisting just a little. 

"Ah!" Chris's neck arched. His fingers tightened on Tim's head. He didn't want to come. 

*Don't ~make~ me come down there,* he said in his head wryly, distracting himself momentarily, but Tim's 
throat muscles swallowed him, bringing him back, bringing his attention one-hundred-percent back to the 
moment. 

"Baby, I'm coming," he breathed helplessly. "I'm gonna come." 

Tim's hand closed around his balls, gave just enough pressure. Practice, experience, familiarity, that's what it 
was all about. And it had all come so quickly with Tim. Fitting each other like a glove. Like their relationship had 
been divined. 

Stars exploded across the inside of his eyelids. 

His nerve endings felt like cut power lines twisting in a high wind. 

And then the tornado hit, twining him, stealing his breath, awing him by its power..and then moving on, leaving 
him like a rag doll strewn on the bed where the only solid sensation was the feel of his lover's chin propped on 


belly. 


Every breath stirred the downed power lines. Tim's palms moved up his body, slowly setting all his nerves back 


to rights. 
"Night," Tim said when his fingers touched Chris's cheeks. 


Chris felt lips brush his nose. 


The insides of his eyelids became black 


In the cool darkness, he sank into welcomed sleep. 


